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convenient steps. This brought them out on a round
clearing littered with coal and chips and caked with
tar.
"Well, here we are!" said the mother, looking uneasily
about her.
In front of a shelter made of poles and branches stood
a table consisting of three boards laid across wooden hors-
es. Rybin, Black with tar, his shirt open, was having
dinner at this table with Yefim and two other young boys.
Rybin was the first to notice the women and he waited
for them to approach without a word, one hand shielding
his eyes from the sun.
"Good day, brother Mikhailo!" cried the mother from
a distance.
He got up and walked toward them unhurriedly. When
he recoghised her, he stopped and smiled, stroking his
beard with a dark hand.
"We're on a pilgrimage," said the mother, approaching.
"So I thought I'd stop in to see how you were getting on.
This is my friend—Anna's her name."
Proud of her ingenuity, she glanced out of the corner
of her eye into Sophia's face, which was stern and serious.
"How d'ye do," said Rybin, with a crooked smile, as he
shook her hand and bowed to Sophia. "Don't lie. You're
not in the city now—don't need any lies here. All our
own people."
Yefim studied the pilgrims from where he was sitting
at the table, and he whispered something .to his 'compan-
ions. When the women came over, he got up and silently
bowed to them. His companions sat motionless, as though
they did not notice the guests.
"We live here like monks," said Rybin, patting Pelagea
lightly on the shoulder. "Nobody ever comes to see us.
The boss is away, his wife's in hospital, and I'm more or
less in charge. Bring some milk, Yefim."
Yefim sauntered into the shelter, and the pilgrims took
the packs off their backs. One of the young boys, a tall,
thin chap, got up and helped them, while his shaggy,

